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intriguing and anxious to enlist me on her side) Madame
Etinger is busy tacking, seeking the easier prey, not wishing to
betray us, and drawn, on the whole, to Percy who is a bachelor
with a pretty sharp nose for traps. It is, however, made clear
that there is no urgent need for my intervention. The Sons,
seated in a circle round Eva, keep a watchful eye on one an-
other: as soon as any of them breaks the ranks a general
muttering forces him to retreat, and the whole pack gives
voice. No single man would dare defy those menacing throats.
How frightful is the fate of all young women! Eva, whose
warm lap the child Augustin loved so dearly; Eva, whose lips
could never touch the forehead of that wonderful boy through
the tangle of rebellious hair, men are now devouring with
their lidless, bloodshot eyes. Those monstrous, bald, arthritic,
overfed representatives of the rich middle-class, those car-
nivorous beasts of prey, are now using the tiny quantity of
imagination bestowed on them, in taking off her clothes in
thought, and, in fancy, using her body according to the rites
that most delight them . . . !
If I brood over all this baseness, the reason is that it interests
me to see how I react. It leaves me quite unmoved, and this,
at first, I found reassuring. But should I feel so calm had I not
been told that there is no real danger at home? Besides, since
Florence is shut away, nothing could better guarantee my
security for the moment. Under the pretext of turning over a
new leaf in solitude, it may be that, instinctively, I am following
the example of the ostrich and burying my head in the sand,
which, is certainly the best way I know of dodging problems.
.. . . But I try not to believe a word of this. No unworthy
motive keeps me here: I am concerned only for the welfare
of my soul, or so I try to persuade myself.
Often my wanderings take me to the place which, of all